


Empty Nesters

by Dracodoodle



Category: Harry Potter
Genre: Romance
Language: English
Characters: Draco M., Harry P.
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-07 05:02:43
Updated: 2016-04-26 01:35:30
Packaged: 2016-04-27 22:34:48
Rating: M
Chapters: 6
Words: 9,647
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: Harry and Ginny are excellent parents, but it turns out they're not as good at being a couple once all of their children are out of the house. Mentions of HP/GW and past DM/AG, primarily HP/DM. M Rating to be safe for now.





	1. Chapter 1

**Empty Nesters**

**Disclaimer: **The Harry Potter universe and characters belongs to J.K. Rowling, unfortunately not me.

**Summary: **Harry and Ginny are excellent parents, but it turns out they're not as good at being a couple once all of their children are out of the house. Mentions of HP/GW and past DM/AG, primarily HP/DM. Rating may change eventually.

**A/N: **This is the first story that I've attempted in quite a few years. I want to see how people feel about it, and if I should continue it or not. All feedback is encouraged!

**Chapter 1 **

Harry Potter stood next to his wife, Ginny, taking in the chaos that is Platform 9 ¾ and King's Cross Station on September 1st. Their two oldest children, James and Albus, were alternating between yelling greetings to various friends and trying to console their little sister. It was Lily Potter's first year at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry, and to say that she was nervous would be an understatement. She was a reserved girl by nature, and the commotion on the platform was not helping her adjust to the idea of leaving her parents for the first time in her life. In the past, when sending her brothers off to school, she had always been excited for the day she would get to go with them, but now that the day had come, she seemed to have lost some of her nerve.

"C'mon, Lil, you'll have loads of fun at Hogwarts, and it'll be Christmas before you know it!" Albus encouraged, somewhat exasperated by his sister's demeanor.

"Your brother is right, honey. You can write to your father and I anytime you want, and all of your cousins will be at Hogwarts with you. You'll have so much fun you won't even notice we're not around," Ginny responded tenderly, pulling her daughter into a hug. "Now, go on, it's just about time for the train to leave." She kissed her daughter on the forehead before releasing her and giving her a nudge towards her father. Ginny pulled her two sons in for a quick hug, knowing that that was all they would allow with all of their friends around.

"Everything will be alright, Lily-Billy," Harry whispered to her as he pulled her into a bear hug. "I bet by October, I'll have written you so many letters, you'll be begging me to leave you alone." Harry loved all of his children dearly, but he had a particular soft spot for his one and only little girl.

Lily giggled against her father's chest and squeezed him back. "Not possible, Dad." She reluctantly let go and gathered her things, ready to get on the train.

Harry turned to his two boys, and knowing they would die of embarrassment if he tried to hug them, he gave them both a pat on the shoulder, mussing Albus' hair affectionately. "Look after your sister, and stay out of trouble!"

"Yes, Dad," they intoned in unison as they did every year, before getting on the train and completely ignoring his warning. Harry knew he really had no right to tell his children to stay out of trouble, what with all the trouble he had gotten into during his years at Hogwarts, but he still tried every year. Overall, his kids were good kids, but they had certainly inherited their father's knack for getting into trouble, James more than Albus. Much to everyone's surprise, Albus had been sorted into Ravenclaw when he started Hogwarts two short years ago, and he had immediately befriended none other than fellow Ravenclaw, Scorpius Malfoy, son of Harry's former school rival, Draco Malfoy, and his now ex-wife Astoria Greengrass. The Malfoys had divorced quietly a little over a year ago for reasons unknown to Harry, and he had only found out when Albus spoke of his friend splitting his holidays between his estranged parents.

Harry and Ginny waved to their daughter, as Lily stuck her head out of the window of the Hogwarts Express as it began to pull away. Harry slipped an arm around his wife and pulled her closer, placing a chaste kiss on her lips. "And then there were two," he said with a chuckle.

Ginny smiled up at him and giggled like a schoolgirl. "Whatever will we do all alone in that big house of ours?" Harry and Ginny had moved into the old Black family house that Harry had inherited from his godfather, Sirius Black. It had taken quite a lot of work to make it inhabitable and less dreary, but they had made it a cozy home perfect for raising a family.

"I can think of a few things," Harry whispered wickedly in his wife's ear, making her giggle more.

Harry grabbed her hand and pulled her towards the barrier between Platform 9 ¾ and the rest of King's Cross Station. He was eager to enjoy a relaxing evening at home alone with his wife. It was a rare occasion that the two were alone since their children were born, and they were both looking forward to the coming months to reconnect as a couple. In their excitement to get home, Harry did not realize that he almost ran right into another parent also trying to walk through the barrier. Had the other person not stopped abruptly, the couple would have collided with the figure.

Harry looked up, alarmed, and stopped as well. "Malfoy," he said with a curt nod. They had matured since their Hogwarts days, but they still weren't friends by anyone's standards.

"Potter, Mrs. Potter, I was hoping to run into the two of you, although not quite so literally," Malfoy replied with a slight smirk. It didn't hold the same malice as his smirks had in the past but was tinged with amusement.

"Sorry about that. Ginny and I may be a little overexcited to have the house to ourselves for once," Harry answered with a chuckle. "What can we do for you?"

Malfoy gave them a look that Harry couldn't quite figure out how to interpret. Harry realized too late that maybe rubbing in his happiness was not the best plan while Malfoy was clearly here on his own to see of his son. From what Albus told him, Malfoy and his son were very close which would explain the slight slump in Malfoy's shoulders and the look in his eye as Harry continued to speak. He wished he could take it back, but there was no way to do that without further rubbing it in so he stayed quiet. "Oh nothing important. Far be it for me to stop you from enjoying your first night alone with your lovely wife. I'll owl you later on this week." Harry thought he had detected a hint of bitterness in his tone, but he brushed it off quickly. He really did want to get home as soon as possible.

"Alright, if it's not urgent. Have a good night, Malfoy."

"You too, Potter." And with that, he slid through the barrier.

Harry and Ginny followed close behind, but Malfoy was already out of sight when they emerged on the other side. "I wonder what he wanted," Harry mumbled distractedly.

"We'll find out soon enough, I'm sure. Now let's go home," Ginny replied with a wink. She didn't have to ask Harry twice.

It was a little over two hours later when the happy couple arrived home. They had stopped to pick up some ingredients for dinner, as well as a couple expensive bottles of wine. They planned to thoroughly enjoy their first evening alone without the kids.

"Hey, Gin, why don't you pour us some wine while I set everything up to make dinner?" Harry called, making his way into the kitchen.

"Alright, honey," Ginny called back, following her husband into the kitchen. She poured each of them a generous glass of wine before they set about cooking.

Harry and Ginny spent the next half an hour or so in the kitchen sneaking kisses as they cooked, the kisses turning more heated the more wine they each drank. When dinner was ready they sat down to eat. A comfortable silence fell over the couple as they savored the meal, as well as more wine.

As they finished up, Ginny went to clean up their plates, but Harry stopped her. "I'll clean up. Why don't you take our wine glasses out to the porch, and I'll meet you in a minute?"

Ginny smiled up at him before kissing him tenderly. "A quiet evening on the porch sounds lovely, dear."

Harry set to work, charming the dishes to clean themselves as he opened a second bottle of wine. He brought it out to Ginny, and he settled next to her on the small bench that they had purchased when the children were young so they could sit on the porch and watch their children play in their front yard. Now it seemed like the perfect place to enjoy each other's company, as well as the gorgeous weather they had been having the last couple of days.

Harry slid his arm around his wife, as she snuggled up to his side. They both sipped their wine in silence and watched the sun slowly sink beneath the horizon. Ginny couldn't help but think about how romantic the whole thing was until her husband broke the spell by saying, "You know, I think I might send an owl to Malfoy and see what he wanted earlier."

"Seriously, Harry? We're sitting here enjoying a romantic night together, and you're thinking about Malfoy?" Ginny scoffed.

"I'm just curious, is all. Plus, he looked so dejected. I feel bad for blowing him off earlier."

"Harry, dear, I know that you have a hero complex, but I am sure Malfoy is fine. He said he'd owl with whatever he needed. Stop worrying about it."

"I suppose you're right, Gin."

"Of course I am. I'm your wife, which means I'm always right," she responded, playfully nudging him in the side. "Now, as your wife, I demand that you take me to bed and have your way with me." She batted her eyelashes, giggling.

"Well, I think that can be arranged," Harry answered, scooping her up as she shrieked in surprise. With the help of some magic, he carried his wife up to their bedroom, threw her on the bed, and made love to her without the fear of interruption for the first time in years. Harry wasn't sure if it was the wine or if maybe he had built the moment up too much in his head, but it just wasn't as satisfying as he expected it to be. Just before he dropped into sleep that night, arms wrapped around his wife of 19 years, a fleeting image of Draco Malfoy floated across his closed eyelids with the same puzzling look he had worn at the platform earlier that day. Had Harry stayed awake just a few seconds longer, he may have been able to interpret that look as restrained jealousy mixed with a dash of longing.


	2. Chapter 2

**Disclaimer: **The Harry Potter universe and characters belongs to J.K. Rowling, unfortunately not me.

**A/N: **Thanks to everyone who followed/favorited this story! I'm glad people are interested.

**Chapter 2**

Draco Malfoy leaned heavily against the door to his study after Apparating from King's Cross Station. He swiftly crossed his study to the liquor cabinet in the corner before pouring himself a generous portion of Ogden's Old. He downed it in one gulp. Had his father still been alive, he would have been appalled. Malfoy's don't do anything as barbaric as gulp. Draco snorted to himself. There are plenty of things in his life that his father wouldn't approve of, the least of which being gulping some firewhisky in the privacy of his own home. Draco poured another glass as he waved his wand at the fireplace to start a fire. He flopped down on the couch in front of the fire, another very un-Malfoy action, and stared at the fire, all the while continuing to sip the comforting drink in his hand.

In recent years, September 1st had become one of Draco's least favorite days of the year. He loved his son dearly and hated having to say goodbye. This year was especially hard for him; it being the first time seeing Scorpius off since Astoria had moved out. The divorce had been finalized a little less than a year ago, last October.

Draco and Astoria had never had the perfect marriage, but for many years Astoria had been there whenever he or his son needed her. There was much speculation after the two married that it had been an arranged marriage between the two families, but that could not have been further from the truth. With Lucius Malfoy in Azkaban after the end of the war, he had very little say in what went on in his son's life, though he approved of his son's choice to marry a respected, pureblood witch. The Greengrass elders, on the other hand, had done everything in their power to stop their youngest daughter from marrying into the Malfoy family. They had done everything they could to stay out of the war, never joining the Death Eaters, but never helping on the side of the Light either. They wanted nothing that could tie them to Voldemort's supporters, even after the war was long over.

Despite this, Draco and Astoria began a whirlwind romance fueled by their mutual desire to forget all of the horrors they had both witnessed in the war. Draco had never truly wanted to be a Death Eater so he wanted nothing more than to forget all about that part of his life. He had found soon after Voldemort was destroyed once and for all that many of his fellow Slytherins did not share similar sentiments. Many of them, his close friends included, spent far too much time, in Draco's opinion, reminiscing about the war and discussing ill-formed revenge plots. When Daphne brought Astoria with her one night to the pub, she was like a breath of fresh air. She and Draco had talked and joked all night about everything but the war. After that day, they had been inseparable.

A few months later, Astoria found out she was pregnant, and the Greengrass family, afraid of what others would think if she had a child out of wedlock, gave their blessing for the two to marry. Just days after the wedding, Astoria had a miscarriage, but by then the damage was done and the two were legally bound. The couple was happy for awhile and were ecstatic about the birth of their son. It was shortly after Scorpius's birth that things started to take a turn. Draco had made many investments after the war, mostly in various organizations doing work to help those who had lost so much during it. It was when he was checking on the progress of one of these investments when he met Michael Branson. He was a gorgeous man with striking green eyes with black square glasses and light brown hair that always looked slightly windblown. Draco had never considered that he might be attracted to men before, but within moments of meeting Michael, it became painfully obvious that he was indeed attracted to men. It took only a week before he gave into curiosity. The pair had been at a pub tossing back a couple pints while they discussed how best to use Draco's money, and then next thing Draco knew he was getting fucked into Michael's mattress wondering why he had never been with a man until this point.

He hadn't meant to cheat on his wife, but after that first time it had continued to happen over the course of the next several years. There had been Mark, an overall average looking man except for his bright, expressive green eyes. Next was Bryan, an attractive man with jet-black hair that looked particularly sexy after being disheveled during a long night of sex. There was David, a fit blond man that Draco had met while teaching Scorpius to fly and who had invited Draco to join in a seeker's match later that night. The man was an incredible flyer, and the game had ended winner taking all, including Draco back to his place. There was Aiden, a thoughtful man with round silver glasses and an infuriating need to be selfless. Lastly, there had been Harold, a gorgeous man of average build with dark brown hair and green eyes.

None of these men had lasted long, and it is not as if Draco was constantly having an affair. It apparently had happened often enough, however, that Astoria had taken notice, and Harold had been the last straw. She confronted him one day with pictures of every man that Draco had ever slept with. He had been stunned. He had no idea that she had ever suspected a thing. At the time, Astoria had been eerily calm about the situation: she simply laid the pictures on the table in front of him and stared at him impassively. Draco had tried to apologize and reassure her that it wouldn't happen again, but neither of them believed him. The only thing that Astoria had said to him that day was, "Divorce me quietly, give me everything I ask for, and I won't tell the _Prophet _that you're in love with Harry Potter." She had then stood up and left for her sister's.

At the time, Draco had been shocked and enraged into silence. He had had no idea what she was talking about. In the coming months, however, he obsessed about her comment and began to see that perhaps all of his lovers did have some resemblance to Potter in some way or another. That did not mean that he was in love with him. Or so Draco thought, but after his reaction today at King's Cross, he was a little shaken. He tried to tell himself that the flash of jealousy he'd felt, and certainly kept masked as a proper Malfoy should, was simply because he'd been alone for so long. It had nothing to do with Potter himself, right? Somehow, he couldn't even quite convince himself that this was true.

"Well fuck," he groaned aloud. He threw his now empty glass against the wall opposite him. With a wave his wand and a mumbled "_Reparo"_ it was as good as new. It still had been somewhat satisfying to watch it shatter. He then poured himself another generous glass of firewhisky with every intent to get pissed and stop obsessing over the bloody Boy Who Lived Twice.


	3. Chapter 3

**Disclaimer: **The Harry Potter universe and characters belongs to J.K. Rowling, unfortunately not me.

**A/N: **I hope everyone's enjoying it so far! Thanks for the favorites/follows to let me know I should continue. Special shout out to Ern Estine 13624 for the reviews!

**Chapter 3 **

The next few weeks did not pass in the honeymoon-like bliss that Harry had imagined now that their children were off at Hogwarts. In the months leading up to Lily's first day at the school, he had fantasized about romantic dinners, carefree flirting, and plenty of sex. In short, he had expected to go back to how it was in the early days of their marriage. This was probably an unrealistic fantasy to have, and Harry had to admit he was somewhat disappointed. He and his wife had not sex since the first night alone, and there wasn't much conversation at all beyond grumbles about their days at work, let alone carefree flirting. Harry figured they just needed some time to adjust to life without at least one of their children around at all times, and once they adjusted things would get better.

Harry had had a rough day at work, and he was looking forward to nothing more than slipping into his pajamas and drinking a couple of beers. He just needed to relax. Stepping into the house, he called for his wife, "Hey, Gin, I'm home."

Ginny appeared at the top of the stairs a couple seconds later, dressed in a shimmery, black cocktail, slipping an earring into her ear. "Hi, honey, I'm glad you're home. I made us reservations at that new French restaurant in Diagon Alley that we've been wanting to try." She descended the stairs and kissed her husband chastely on the cheek. She could feel the tension rolling off him. "What's wrong? Bad day at work?"

Harry sighed, "Just long, is all. I was looking forward to a relaxing evening in."

Ginny pouted slightly before looking him right in the eye, "Harry, I don't know if you've noticed this, but the last few weeks we've been in a bit of rut. I think a nice night out could do us some good."

Sighing again in defeat, Harry replied, "You're right, Ginny, and you look absolutely gorgeous. I'll go change into something a little nicer."

Ginny beamed at him before grabbing his hand and leading him upstairs to get ready.

About halfway through dinner Harry sat sipping whatever expensive wine that Ginny had ordered for the two of them and wracking his brain for something, anything really, to talk about. They had already spoken in detail about their days at work, the recent letter they had received from Lily, and their relief that they hadn't received a letter from the Headmistress about either of their sons yet. When had he lost the ability to have an easy, prolonged conversation with his wife? He thought back over the last several years and realized that their lives had revolved around taking care of their children for so long. Somehow they had lost touch with one another. The real question, then, was would they be able to find their way back? He shook his head and frowned, attempting to not dwell on such dark thoughts.

"Knut for your thoughts?" Ginny spoke up, brushing her hand over his hand that was resting on the table.

Harry panicked. He didn't want to tell Ginny what he had been thinking about so instead he replied with the first thing that came to mind. "I was just thinking that Malfoy never owled us about what he wanted at King's Cross." As soon as it was out of his mouth, he knew it was a mistake.

Ginny's face darkened and snapped back, "Seriously, Harry? Malfoy? That's what you were thinking about while we're out on a date? Honestly, I thought this silly obsession of yours had ended ages ago."

Harry sputtered indignantly, nearly choking on his sip of wine. "Obsession? With Malfoy? Ginny, that's ridiculous."

"Is it, Harry? You followed him around all through school, you defended him and his mother at their trials after the war, and you immediately notice anytime he walks into a function we're attending."

Harry stared at her, mouth agape. He took a deep, slow breath to calm his temper before he responded. The last thing that he needed was a public argument with his wife that could end up in the _Prophet. _Even after all these years, people were still fascinated by any hint of drama in the war hero's life. "I followed him around in school because he was always up to something. I defended him and his mother because they both saved my life during the war, and without them Voldemort would have won. I hardly think that I immediately notice anytime he walks in a room, but if I do it is simply because I have been an Auror for over 20 years so I am trained to be observant." Ginny gave him a skeptical look but took a sip of her wine instead of responding. "Don't give me that knowing look. You're bloody mental if you think I'm obsessed with Malfoy."

"Of course, dear. If it bothers you so much, you may as well owl him when we get home to ask what he wanted."

"Maybe I will," Harry responded with a curt nod. The remainder of dinner was spent in a stony silence from Harry and annoyed glances from Ginny. When they got home, Harry locked himself in his study until he was sure that his wife had already fallen off before sliding into bed next to her.

The next morning, Harry awoke still fuming. How dare she accuse him of such a ridiculous thing? He had bloody well hated the git all through school but that doesn't mean that he was _obsessed _with him. As he lay in bed, still thinking over the previous night, he soon realized that he was less upset about what Ginny had actually said than why it bothered him so much. Hermione used to say the same thing while they were in school and even after they had left Hogwarts, and sure, he had gotten annoyed at her. His reaction to Ginny's remark was far past annoyed and on to downright furious. Resolving to let it go, Harry sighed and slowly climbed out of bed. He would apologize to Ginny about his overreaction and hopefully things would go back to normal. He was still going to owl Malfoy though, no matter what his wife thought. He couldn't help being curious about what the man had wanted from them when they had run into him at the train station.

When Harry arrived in the kitchen, Ginny was already sitting at the table drinking tea and reading the _Daily Prophet_. "Good morning, Gin," he said with a smile before giving his wife a kiss on the cheek. Ginny smiled wearily before turning back to her paper. "I'm really sorry about last night. I overreacted."

She looked up again, this time relieved. "I'm sorry too, dear. I didn't mean what I said." Harry couldn't help but notice that he wasn't quite convinced by his wife's apology. Instead of arguing, however, he simply nodded and poured himself some water to make tea. There was no sense arguing with her about this. It would only make things worse.

As the couple continued to drink their tea, the all too familiar silence descended between them, and Harry did his best not to let it bother him. Instead, he set about trying to figure out what the bloody hell he was going to say to Malfoy.


	4. Chapter 4

**Disclaimer: **The Harry Potter universe and characters belongs to J.K. Rowling, unfortunately not me.

**A/N: **Thanks for everyone who favorited/followed this story! I especially appreciate reviews :)

**Chapter 4 **

Draco sat at the desk in his study composing a letter to his son. The last two letters he had sent had gone unanswered, and Draco was starting to get anxious. He knew that his son loved him and was simply caught up in his classes and his friends, but it was hard for Draco to relax. He missed his son dearly, and he was just so alone in his huge ancestral manor. He had considered selling it many times recently, but he just couldn't bring himself to do it. It had been in his family for centuries and knew it wouldn't be right. Plus, he knew his son loved coming home to the Manor over breaks from Hogwarts and wouldn't want to deprive Scorpius of that simple pleasure. Sighing and rubbing his forehead in frustration, Draco set down his quill. He could feel a headache coming on and figured he may as well take a potion before it got worse. As he stood, Draco heard a tapping at the window. Hovering outside was a plain, brown barn owl with a letter tied to its leg. Draco froze and stared at the owl. It looked an awful lot like the nondescript owls the Ministry tended to use to send mail. But what would the Ministry need from him? He hadn't gotten a letter from them since his trial had ended all of those years ago.

Attempting not to panic, Draco opened the door and retrieved the letter from the bird. He gave it a couple of treats before the owl took off. Obviously it had not been instructed to wait for a response. Taking a deep breath, Draco examined the letter. Sure enough, it was sealed with the Ministry's seal. Bloody hell, what could this possibly be about?

Draco opened the letter and immediately skipped to the signature at the end. _H. Potter. _Leave it to Potter to send such an official looking letter about absolute rubbish. Draco took a calming breath before reading the rest of the letter.

_Malfoy,_

_ How are you? I hope all is well with you. I never heard from you after running into you at King's Cross a few weeks ago. You mentioned that there was something you wished to discuss. What do you say we discuss it over a couple pints at The Leaky Cauldron Friday night, say around 7pm? Let me know if this works with your schedule. _

_ Sincerely,_

_ H. Potter_

Draco simply stared at the letter in confusion. Potter wanted to meet him somewhere in public? To have a couple drinks? Had he and Potter become mates without his knowledge? What would they even have to talk about for a whole evening? Now he could really feel a headache forming so he simply laid the letter on his desk and left to obtain a Pain Potion.

A couple days later, on Thursday, Draco sat at the desk in his study, staring at Potter's letter. He had yet to answer the bloody thing because he had absolutely no idea what to say to the man. He did know, however, that he had to answer today, as waiting any longer would be downright rude and rather undignified. Malfoys were many things but undignified as not one of them.

On the one hand, he did have a couple things to discuss with Potter regarding their sons' Christmas break from Hogwarts. In addition, Draco would be lying if he said he hadn't been a tad lonely since Scorpius had gone back to school. A night out with Potter might be nice. Every time he went to respond to Potter that he would be there, an image of Astoria's furious face would appear in his brain, the same angry face she had made after she had accused him of being in love with Potter. And isn't that just what he needed, to end up in the _Prophet _having dinner with Potter? Astoria would have a field day.

Draco knew that he shouldn't let Astoria's imagined reaction get to him, but he couldn't help it. He didn't need anyone else to get similar ideas to his ex-wife, especially because he had not yet informed his son that he was gay. He didn't need the papers making trouble for his son. He knew better than anyone that Hogwarts students could be cruel. He tried to convince himself that one picture of Potter, a married man, and him in the paper wouldn't lead to rumors of his sexuality, but he simply couldn't. The last thing he wanted is for any of his decisions to negatively impact his son. Deep down he knew he was being paranoid, but he also knew that Scorpius had had a rough first couple months at Hogwarts his first year. He hadn't confided in Draco, but the Headmistress had informed him there had been some trouble. Even after all of these years, being the son of a Death Eater was looked down upon, particularly in Ravenclaw. Everything had gone much more smoothly after Scorpius had befriended the mini-Potter, but the last thing Draco wanted was to rock the boat while things were going so well.

With his mind made up, Draco set about writing a response to Potter.

_Potter,_

_ Although I appreciate the offer, I unfortunately cannot make time this week to meet up with you. What I wanted to discuss you can easily be done via owl. My son's birthday is December 26__th__, and his mother will be out of the country for all of December and January. Because of this, it will just be him and me for the holidays. Although he'll never admit it, I know that this will upset him. I think he would very much enjoy seeing his best friend on his birthday, and because he has apparently picked your son for this honor, I wanted to inquire if it would be possible to have him spend some time at the Manor on the 26__th__. I understand that the holidays are a time for family, and you no doubt have many plans. Please let me know if this is agreeable to you. If the 26__th__ is not an ideal date, perhaps later in the break would be more suitable. _

_ Sincerely, _

_ D. Malfoy _

Draco reread the letter once more before sealing it. He knew that he had probably been overly formal, but he just couldn't shake the odd feelings he had been having ever since Astoria had made her appalling accusation. Shaking his head to clear his thoughts, he headed off to send the letter.

It was around midday on Friday that Draco heard the telltale sound of a Floo call. He made his way into the small parlor off the entranceway, where the open Floo was. Other rooms in the Manor had fireplaces connected to the Floo network, but only a select number of people were allowed access to these.

When Draco arrived, he was alarmed to see none other than Harry Potter's head glowing in his fireplace. Bracing himself for whatever was to come, he knelt in front of the fire. "Potter, lovely to see you. To what do I owe this honor?" As he looked closer, it appeared that Potter had been running or something, as well appeared out of breath.

"It's the boys, Albus and Scorpius. Neville just Flooed to say they're both in the Hospital Wing, unconscious. He was about to Floo you, but I told him I would take care of it."

Draco felt his heart sink into his stomach. "Unconscious? What happened? Are they going to be alright?"

"Neville didn't know exactly what happened, just that he had been the one to find them. It sounds like they'll be alright though. I'm going to head over there and figured you may want to do the same."

"I'll be right there. Thanks, Potter."

Draco ended the Floo call before looking frantically around for his wand. This wasn't the first time that his son had landed himself in the Hospital Wing, but that didn't make it any less nerve-wracking. What if this time, it was more than just minor bumps and bruises? He finally located his wand and immediately Apparated to the gates of Hogwarts. It looked as though he'd be seeing Potter today, after all.


	5. Chapter 5

**Disclaimer: **The Harry Potter universe and characters belongs to J.K. Rowling, unfortunately not me.

**A/N: **I know it's been a little longer than normal since I've updated. This chapter is longer than the others to make up for it! Thanks for the reviews, favorites, and follows!

**Chapter 5**

After ending the Floo call with Malfoy, Harry immediately Apparated to the gates of Hogwarts, wishing he could Apparate straight to the Hospital Wing. As soon as the thought crossed his mind, he could hear Hermione's voice as he had many times before, "Honestly, Harry, haven't you read _Hogwarts: A History_?" Harry shook his head and went to enter the grounds. He hesitated, however, wondering if he should wait for Malfoy.

Harry couldn't help being a little annoyed with the man. He didn't understand why he had declined his offer to grab a pint that evening. It had been ages since school, and he thought they had moved passed any hard feelings. Sure, they weren't exactly what Harry would describe as best mates by any means, but he thought they were at least friendly towards one another. As he continued to sulk, he couldn't help but be annoyed with himself for caring. Not to mention it gave a little too much credence to Ginny's accusation of being obsessed with the man. This only caused Harry to sulk more.

"Something wrong, Potter?" asked a familiar drawl, snapping Harry out of his thoughts. He whipped around to face his blond ex-nemesis. He had his all too familiar smirk plastered on his face, but Harry couldn't help but notice that it lacked the malice it used to contain back in their Hogwarts days.

"Just lost in thought. I figured I would wait for you, and we could walk up to the castle together," Harry replied, all the while trying to clear his previous line of thought.

Malfoy raised one pale eyebrow. "How considerate," he answered, before sweeping his arm in front of him, indicating for Harry to lead the way.

As the two men made the way up to the castle, Harry was struck by how easy the conversation flowed. They didn't talk about anything of any real significance, mostly the boys and work. They spent a lot of time voicing their concerns about their children. It wasn't the content that really struck Harry though. It was just how easily it was to talk to Malfoy, and he had never realized how funny his snarky, dry humor was when it wasn't directed cuttingly at him or his friends. Malfoy's humor hadn't changed much since school, but, like his smirk, seemed to lack the malice of the past. Before Harry knew it, they were standing in front of the Hospital Wing, and he couldn't help but wish the walk had been a little longer. Reprimanding himself for being more concerned about talking to Malfoy than checking on his unconscious son, he stepped in and rushed to Albus's bed.

Harry looked down at his still unconscious son in shock. He looked so much younger lying in the hospital bed. He was much paler than usual and had a large bruise on the side of his face. Harry couldn't help but be reminded of all of the times that Harry himself had been in his son's position. He saw Malfoy slowly approach the bed next to Albus where Scorpius was lying. He heard the other man's sharp intake of breath as he collapsed into a chair next to his son. Harry looked at the other boy lying in the bed. He looked much worse off than Albus. Scorpius had a large bruise on his face as well, along with what looked like a broken wrist that was wrapped as it healed and some possible broken ribs as well.

Harry looked up when he heard the door to the nurse's office open. Neville and Madame Merrywheather, the medi-witch who had taken over when Madame Pomfrey retired, stepped out.

"Ah, Mr. Potter, Mr. Malfoy, I'm glad you're both here," the nurse addressed them. "I'm sure that you're wondering what happened. First of all, please know that both the boys will be good as new in no time, but they will need to stay here for awhile to make sure everything heals properly."

"What happened?" Malfoy asked, his voice shaking slightly. Harry could feel the waves of worry rolling off of him from where he sat at his son's bed.

"Well, we're not quite sure," Neville answered. "All I know is that I was heading out to the greenhouses and noticed the Snitch and Bludgers out on the Quidditch pitch. It was during classes so I knew there were no team practices going on. When I went over to investigate, I saw the two of them unconscious on the ground. It looks like they had been playing Quidditch and collided mid-air."

Harry shuddered, remembering all of his near death experiences on a broom. "Albus got off easier. He just has some bruising and a concussion. Scorpius, on the other hand, has some severe bruising along his left side, 3 broken ribs, a broken wrist, and a concussion. As I said, both boys will be fine, but they do need to stay here for recovery. I expect that they should be waking within the hour, however, so you are welcome to stay here until that time," the nurse announced matter-of-factly before turning to check on other patients across the room.

Harry saw Malfoy reach out to grab his son's hand, his posture stiff with worry. He wanted to say something to the other man, but he just wasn't sure what to say so instead he looked down at his unconscious son. He knew that he'd be okay, but that didn't mean he wasn't still worried. He hated seeing his son hurt for any reason and seeing him unconscious in a hospital bed was something he could definitely live with never seeing again. Albus was a Potter, however, so he was sure that this would not be the last time he saw his son in this state.

The next 45 minutes or so were spent with both men deep in thought sitting next to their respective sons. Every once in awhile, Harry would open his mouth to say something to Malfoy, but would immediately close it. He knew there was nothing he could say to make the other man relax, despite how desperately he wanted to help. Harry spent a lot of time contemplating why he wanted to help so badly. On the one hand, he was known for having a bit of a savior complex, but on the other hand, he couldn't help feel that this was different. He just couldn't stand how distressed the other man appeared. Every time he went down this line of thought, it just led back to Ginny's accusation and Harry would immediately focus his thoughts back on his son. After going down this path for about the sixth time, Harry noticed his son's eyes flutter. He appeared to be waking up.

"Albus? Are you awake?" he asked softly. He saw Malfoy's head snap around out of the corner of his eye.

"Dad?" Albus asked, sleepily. "What happened?"

Harry chuckled softly. His son was okay! "I don't know. Professor Longbottom found you and Scorpius on the Quidditch pitch, unconscious, during classes. Care to explain that?"

Albus looked at his father sheepishly. "Well, we both had a free period and thought we could get some extra practice in. I don't remember exactly what happened. All I remember is trying to block a Bludger from hitting Scorpius but being too late. I think he must have run into me afterwards. Is he okay?"

Harry smiled down at his son, the boy's concern for his friend evident in his voice. "Yes, Scorpius will be fine. He should be waking up any minute, but Albus you should know better than playing Quidditch with no supervision. You definitely shouldn't have had Bludgers out for just the two of you!"

"I know! I'm sorry, dad. We just wanted to get some extra practice with a challenge. We won't do it again! I promise! I hate that Scorpius got hurt. It was my idea, and now it's all my fault he's hurt." Albus sounded legitimately distressed about the incident.

Harry was about to respond when Malfoy spoke up. "It's not your fault, Albus. Scoripus should know better, but that's alright. As long as you've learned your lesson, that's what matters. I'm just glad you're both going to be okay." Harry gaped at the other man; he had never heard him speak so gently before.

"Thanks, Mr. Malfoy. I really am sorry."

Malfoy smiled at Albus. "I know, everything will be fine."

Albus visibly relaxed, but Harry could tell that Malfoy was still visibly tense. Just as he was about to finally offer his support, he heard a soft grunt from Scorpius's bed. He must be awake. "I'll go find Madame Merryweather," Harry mumbled, before leaving to give Malfoy and his son some semblance of privacy.

Harry returned a few minutes later with the nurse in tow. She did a thorough examination of both of the boys and deemed that Albus could leave but Scorpius had to stay overnight to ensure that his bones healed properly. Harry could see that Malfoy was visibly shaken by this news. Albus, however, refused to leave the Hospital Wing until his friend could leave with him. Harry was proud of his son for sticking by his friend in his time of need.

The next couple hours were spent chatting with his son and making sure he didn't need anything while keeping an eye on Malfoy and his son to see if the blond man had relaxed at all. He seemed slightly more relaxed once Scorpius woke up, but he still had waves of tensions rolling off of him.

Around 6 o'clock that evening Madame Merryweather brought the boys dinner and suggested gently that they were in good hands so there was no need for Harry and Malfoy to stay. Harry agreed with the nurse, but he could tell that Malfoy was much more reluctant to leave his son. "Hey Malfoy, I know you said you were busy, but given the circumstances, how about we get a pint or 2 at The Three Broomsticks before heading home? It's been a long day; we could both stand to relax," Harry suggested casually. For reasons that Harry couldn't pinpoint, he felt anything but casual while suggesting it.

Malfoy froze for a second after the question. Harry could tell that he wasn't sure what to make of the invitation and was fairly certain he was about to be rejected for a second time. And then, to Harry's surprise, Malfoy shrugged. "Sure, why not? You're right, Potter, it's been a rough day."

Harry smiled at his schoolboy nemesis. He turned to give his son one last hug and bid him goodbye while Malfoy did the same. The two men then left the Hospital Wing together to start what Harry could only hope was the beginning of a friendship.

The duo arrived at the Three Broomsticks awhile later. There were a few people already seated at tables but it was certainly less crowded than during a Hogsmeade weekend. Harry and Malfoy took a seat at the bar, and Harry immediately ordered them two pints of butterbear and two shots of firewhisky.

Malfoy cocked an eyebrow at him after hearing his order but didn't comment. Harry smirked at him. "What?" he asked innocently. "It's been a rough day."

He saw the corner of Malfoy's mouth twitch as if he wanted to smile but stopped it. He then downed his shot and half of his butterbeer. "I suppose you have a point," he drawled.

Harry watched the other man down his alcohol, mouth agape. He decided the best course of action was to follow suit. The walk to Hogsmeade had been slightly more strained than the walk to Hogwarts, and Harry couldn't help but want to erase that awkwardness. He had quite enjoyed their earlier walk. He lifted what was left of his butterbeer towards Malfoy. "To the boys' health."

Malfoy raised his glass, as well. "Cheers," he responded before downing the rest of the liquid in his glass. He then signaled to the bartender to bring another round. It was time for Harry to cock an eyebrow him. Malfoy shrugged back. "Rough day, right?" he replied with a grin.

Harry shook his head with a smile. A little liquid courage never hurt anyone. "So, about your owl," he began, as he downed his second shot of firewhisky.

"Oh yes, we should discuss this since we're here. I know that you probably have many traditions with the…Weasleys, but I know it would mean the world to Scorpius to have his best friend over for his birthday." Harry chuckled inwardly. He could tell that Malfoy had to physically restrain himself from calling the Weasleys a derogatory name, but he had a greater respect for the man for restraining himself.

Harry nodded. "We usually spend the night at the Weasleys after Christmas dinner and spend Boxing Day with Molly and Arthur. It's mostly just sitting around and relaxing so it's no problem at all for Albus to miss out on it. I'm sure he would much rather spend time with Scorpius, and I would hate for him to be miserable on his birthday."

Malfoy beamed, yes genuinely beamed at him. "Are you sure? You, Ginevra, and the rest of the children are invited, as well. Only if you would like to come along, that is."

Harry couldn't contain his shock at hearing that he was invited to Malfoy Manor. It must have shown on his face because Malfoy quickly added, "Only if you want to of course."

Harry snorted. "I can't imagine that Ginny would even consider it, but I might accompany Albus." He could tell by the look in Malfoy's eyes that he desperately wanted to ask why Ginny wouldn't consider it, but he didn't ask. It's probably un-Malfoy like to be curious. Harry snorted again at his thoughts.

The rest of the evening passed relatively uneventfully. The pair ordered food to accompany, at this point, the copious amount of alcohol they had consumed. Harry had lost track of how many butterbears he had drank at that point. He knew he was acting drunk, but he simply couldn't help it. He also marveled that, besides the slight flush on his face, Malfoy didn't appear drunk in the slightest.

As the night was winding down, Harry, fueled by all the alcohol, decided to confide in Malfoy about why Ginny wouldn't be accompanying him on Boxing Day. "Do you wanna know why Ginny would never consider coming with on Scorpius's birthday?" Malfoy raised an eyebrow but didn't respond. "She thinks I'm obsessed with you."

At that, all of the color drained from Malfoy's face, and he looked as if he had just seen the ghost of his late father. He threw some money on the table, with a mumbled, "I have to go." And before Harry could process what was happening, Malfoy had Apparated away, leaving Harry staring at the space he had occupied for several minutes, wondering what had just happened.

**A/N: **I only have a vague idea of where this story is going so if anyone has any suggestions, let me know!
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**Chapter 6**

Upon arriving back at the Manor, Draco banged his fist on the wall of his bedroom. What the blood _fuck _had he been thinking, just Apparating away like that? Of all of the un-Malfoy things he had ever done in his life, this one ranked pretty high on the list. Malfoys bid their dining partner adieu politely after dinner has concluded, and they certainly didn't completely lose their cool in public. He didn't have the slightest idea what had come over him, but he knew that as soon as the words had come out of Potter's mouth he absolutely had to get out of the pub.

Draco flopped back on his bed with a sigh. What was a flop in the privacy of his home compared to the utter fool of himself in public just minutes earlier? He had, to his surprise, genuinely enjoyed the dark-haired man's company. Potter was a lot more observant than he remembered him being from school, and it translated into a wicked sense of humor, especially at the expense of those around him. It never came out cruel, however, just a way to entertain. He also had enjoyed hearing the other man talk about his children. He could tell that Potter was a great father and cared for his family deeply, and that was something that Draco could relate to easily.

Why had Potter's words affected him so dramatically that he forgot all sense of decorum and simply Apparated away without explanation? Deep down, Draco had a pretty good idea that this may have something to do with how similar the words had been to Astoria's accusation preceding their divorce and the implications of this fact, but he simply refused to let that thought become a conscious one. Instead of dwelling on the evening for even a moment longer, Draco found himself a Dreamless Sleep Draught and instantly fell into a deep, peaceful sleep.

The next morning came far too quickly for Draco's taste, and he did his best to ignore the sunlight streaming through his curtains to avoid the day a little longer. He did a fairly adequate job of this until he heard the telltale tapping of an owl at his bedroom window. He groaned, knowing that the chance of falling back to sleep was now close to zero. He slowly sat up in bed and stretched, before sliding out of bed and making his way over to the window.

Once he arrived at the window, he realized there were two owls hovering outside. One was a dignified Eagle owl, who was patiently waiting for Draco, whereas the other was a small Pygmy owl, that couldn't seem to contain its excitement about delivering its letter. The former owl seemed rather annoyed that he happened to be there at the same time as the enthusiastic puff of feathers next to him. Draco decided to put it out of its misery and reached for this letter first. The larger owl immediately took off after Draco had removed the message. The letter was sealed with the Hogwarts crest. His first thought was something wrong with Scorpius, but he then remembered that his son was already in the Hospital Wing so it was unlikely that anything worse could have happened since yesterday. Comforted by this thought, he reached for the other message before the owl it was attached to spontaneously combusted from sheer excitement. He couldn't help but be curious about who this annoying little owl belonged to.

The owl hovered for a moment before Draco shooed it away after giving it a few owl treats. He didn't even know who the message was from, let alone if he would be responding or not. He opened the letter from Hogwarts first to make sure that everything with Scorpius's recovery was going well.

_Dear Mr. Malfoy, _

_ I am happy to inform you that Scorpius has made a full recovery overnight. All of the bones have healed, and the bruises have faded to barely visible. There also seems to be no lasting damage from the concussion. Both boys have been properly reprimanded and punished for their reckless behavior. _

_ Sincerely, _

_ S. Merryweather_

Draco smirked at the last line. He was glad that the school was holding the boys responsible for their actions, despite their injuries. He hated to think what would happen if Scorpius didn't learn his lesson this time. He shuddered at the thought before picking up the second letter he had received. As he scanned down to the signature line, Draco's heart stopped. He should have known this would happen.

_Malfoy, _

_ I wanted to apologize for last night, although I'm not entirely sure what happened. I was having a good time chatting with you, and I apologize if I offended you in any way. I was more than a little pissed at the end of the evening- couldn't even Apparate home, was too afraid I'd splinch myself. I had to ask to use the Floo at the pub. One of the perks of being the Savior of the Wizarding World, you know. I realize that probably came out rather arrogant on paper, but it was meant as a joke. Anyway, I hope that if I have offended you that you can forgive me, and maybe you'd like to get a pint or two again? _

_ H. Potter_

_P.S. Sorry about the owl. I know he's a bloody pain, but I let Lily help pick it out, and she's absolutely in love with the damned thing. _

Draco tried to suppress a grin at the bit about the owl, but he wasn't quite successful. He could just picture Potter trying desperately to convince his daughter to pick a different owl but not really being able to resist her. Draco had certainly been in similar situations with Scorpius enough times to know that there were some sacrifices that were worth making to see your child smile. For example, when Scorpius was 7 he had picked out the most god-awful tie that Draco had ever seen and given it to him for his birthday. It was green with silver dragons on it, which was a little tacky but fine except that the tie was a neon green and the dragons were a very sparkly silver that were charmed to moved around the tie. They tended to move around to the back of the tie much more often than Draco would have preferred and without fail would tickle him, making him giggle at the most inopportune times. Despite this, Draco wore that tie weekly for months because he couldn't resist watching his son's face light up every time he wore it.

Shaking himself out of his thoughts, he scowled at the letter from Potter. With a quick _Incendio_, the letter was gone. Draco was not ready to deal with the confusion and embarrassment of last night, and he certainly had no idea what to say to Potter to explain his actions. Instead, he would simply pretend nothing had happened. Yes, that seemed like a great plan to him. Surely Potter would be fine and wouldn't push the issue any further. After all, it's not like there was any truth to his batty wife's accusations.

Or at least that's what Draco would tell himself repeatedly for the next few months to justify not responding to Potter's multiple owls. No truth to it at all.


End file.
